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all around, are the green hills. The valley there is nar-
row, and the aspect in every direction is that of perfect
pastoral repose. The heights immediately behind are
those which divide the Tweed from the Yarrow; and the
latter celebrated stream lies within an easy ride, in the
course of which the traveller passes through a variety of
the finest mountain scenery in the south of Scotland.
No town is within seven miles but Selkirk, which was
then still smaller and quieter than it is now; there was
hardly even a gentleman's family within visiting distance,
except at Yair, a few miles lower on the Tweed, the an-
cient seat of the Pringles of Whytbank, and at Bowhill,
between the Yarrow and Ettrick, where the Earl of Dal-
keith used occasionally to inhabit a small shooting-lodge,
which has since grown into a magnificent ducal residence.
The country all around, with here and there an insignifi-
cant exception, belongs to the Buccleuch estate; so that,
whichever way he chose to turn, the bard of the clan had
ample room and verge enough, and all appliances to boot,
for every variety of field sport that might happen to
please his fancy; and being then in the prime vigor of
manhood, he was not slow to profit by these advantages.
Meantime, the concerns of his own little farm, and the
care of his absent relation's woods, gave him healthful
occupation in the intervals of the chase; and he had
long, solitary evenings for the uninterrupted exercise of
his pen; perhaps, on the whole, better opportunities of
study than he had ever enjoyed before, or was to meet
with elsewhere in later days.

When he first examined Ashestiel, with a view to being
his cousin's tenant, he thought of taking home James
Hogg to superintend the sheep-farm, and keep watch
over the house also during the winter. I am not able to
tell exactly in what manner this proposal fell to the
ground. In January, 1804, the Shepherd writes to him:
"I have no intention of waiting for so distant a pros-
pect as that of being manager of your farm, though Incerity. * It *s the woo*
